
A b6rry call from 4
the well-k

me to pose as Mr.
Ksti wished.

It was when I had
inished this series of
posings that . Mr.
Konti gave me a let-
ter to Mr. Weinman,
who, he said, was one
of the most distin-
guished seulptors.
Mr. Konti was very
careful in advising
me how to *onduet
myself in strange stu-
dios-1 shall tell a
little later some of
the things he im-
pressed on me, things
which many a young
girl should realize.
I went to Mr. Wein-

man's studio alone.
Mother, by this time,
had grown accus-
tomed to letting. me
go about without her
ionce in a while.

Mr. Weinman's stu-
dio was in the fa-Imous studio buildingIat No. 51 West Tenth
street, New York,
where some of the
world's most inspir-
ing works of art have
been born. Here
there are gathered
many artists-paint-
era, illustrators, sculp-
tori and mural deco-
rators. It is.a build-
ing of some fifty stu-
dios-each with its
reception room, its
dressing room for
3models, and its big
work room with the
precious north light
shining through.great
window panes. The
halls are dark and
dingy; the studios
are barren and cheer.
less-for these are
not the kind of stu-
dios I shall tell of
elsewhere, w h e r e
pseudo artists set
themselves amidst an
atmosphere of Orien-
tal luxury, with soft
rugs and costly dra-
peries, and think, be-
cause they surround
themselves with bi-
zarre and Babylonian

for this famous painting by settings, they are
ler, B. P. "artistie." They are

the studios where
great men work hard and care little for the atmosphere
in which they work.

T was a bit timidi as I knocked on Mr. Weinman's door
This was the first time I had gone on my own account
to apply for work as a model.
A kindly man came to the door-a man with a long

linen duster on, no collar or tie, his hair rumpled and
rest splashes of dust and clay over his clothes. I thought
e must be a .janitor.
"I wish to see Mr. Weinman1" I said.
"Come in; I am Mr Weinman. What can I do for

yoQ?
I was surprised. I gulped hard, and not being able to

find my voice I mutely handed him the letter from Mr
oti.
Fe read the note and asked me to sit down.
"Well, let's see. You are a young girl, aren't you?
oTw much experience have you had 1''
I told him I had posed but once or twice.
"Well, you look as if you should pose all the time. You

are quite Grecan-and yet you seem to have the waf-mth of
emotion the modern public likes to see in its models. If you
have posed for Konti you must be excellent. I might use
you. I want a model for some work I am finishing now.
let's see what you look like."

I was quite happy. I proceeded to let him see what I
looked like. I went into the north light from the window
and stood still, turned about and then walked a bit. Then
I looked at him to get his verdict.
"I said let's see what you look like," he repeated.
I was puzzled. I had turned and walked and stood still.

I looked at him so uncertainly he'must have seen I did
not understand.

'Don'tvou seewhatImeant"hsidbusqusly. "Do

uciox
,harles Dana Gibson,
mown artist.

you think I can tell

anything about a

woman with her
clothes on?I don't
want to see your ,

dresmaker's art. I
want to see what n6-

ture did for you. Gt
your clothes off."
There was a screen

across the open door
into the little draw.
Ing room for models.
He indicated this
screen with his hand.
I went into the room

-just a closet with a
mirror and a dre-
ing table and a chair.
I was brave enough
while taking off my
clothes, and got them
off in a hurry. I was
brave enough, too, as
I stepped forward
into the space hidden
from the studio room
by the screen.
Then all at

once my cour-
age left me. I
was completely
nude-an artist
does not allow
a model to ap-
pear for inspec-
tion with even
so much as a

slipper on. And
here Iwas about
to step out in
front of a
strange man-
who would -and
me inal re of r
light w' e his
eyes rov d over "Civic Fame," by Adolph A. Weinm
me in sile n t which is cast in copper twenty feet t
eritarted to and now stands on top of the gre
step out from Municipal Building in New Yo:

be hind the Miss Munson was the model fot tI
s c r e en. M y statue, which won the prize amo
nerve gave way, many competitors.and I trembled
and stepped
back again quickly. Twice I nerved myself to the task,
and each time my feet failed me-I didn't think I could
do it.
Mr. Weinman became impatient. "Come, hurry up ; I

haven't time to waste, you know."
He was very brusque, although I learned afterward he

was very gentle and kind at heart.
I tossed up my head, squared my shoulders, bit my lip

and decided to "brazen it out." After all, I argued, I am
just a m9del, just so many pounds of flesh and blood. He
will not be scanning Audrey, the girl-but just a girl, the
model.
One bare foot stepped out boldly. Then I wilted again,

but it was too late. That one foot was outside the screen
and he had seen that I was coming. I had to go on. But
all my daring and firmness and poise was gone. I could
only bring my other foot up to where my first one was-
which brought me clear outside the screen. And there I
stood, ashamed and afraid, my head hanging down and
my hands clasped nervously in front of me.

Almost as soon as I was clear of the screen, and while I
was waiting and trembling, my head hanging, my hands
burning me where they pressed against my body, he called
out excitedly-

There-stop-just as you are-hold that now. Put
up your hands-slowly-doni't move the rest of your body
--get the hands up-over your head as if you 'were fixing
your hair-there-never saw anything like it. Hold it.
Dlon 't budge!"

Hie flung out the quick, staccato-like commands like the
shots from a pistol, but there wa that in his tone that
stirred me. It was approval, interest, eagerness-some-
thing appreciative I had inspired in him. I waited,
breathlessly, holding the pose.

Mr. Weinman rushed to his easel and pulled it un-
ceremoniously into a light directly in front of me. With
quick, jerky strokes of his charcoal he began to sketch
on a big piece of paper.
Every minute or so he would draw back, look at what

he had drawn, and give vent to a half-mnuttered exclamia-
tion. "That's it. Good" or'"Nc-not that. That's not
the hip line. The 'leg's out more than that."

I was so "on my nerves'' that his every muttered ex-
clamation tingled through me. It did not occur to me
that after all he was just sketching and that whatever he
drew it must later he translated in marble-that he was
just aixing his imnression of me on naner to study over
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George Vanderbilt's country home at Biltmore, N. C.

Miss Munson posed for both femwale. figures.

nght eoming.down out of the sky. There-that's the
iry title! We'll call it 'Deseending Night.' Come to.
morrow at nine. We'll have it all planned a aa geA
down to work. I'll let everything else go."
And "Descending Night" -grew into a wonderful thing'

of grace and marble-and won for the sculp)tor a 16i.hly-
rimed medal and was bought for the cIty of Ne.w York
i its Metropolitan Museum
Suddenly, while I was standing beforr the, e-,sello:m

t the drawing and trying to see hiov the itaA oPnd
night descending in my pose, I reali:zed wiat stateo I was'F

-without a, drape around me, standitg bd .:n- to

Ghis strange man in that condion, j t rs iL N .

overed with my street clothes and tallIng to him in toy
own home.

Allmy sense of modesty came back to me at one. Atind
all through my years as the "queen scft r ai' this
iame feeling came to me the instant of artit said, after
y pose, "Now you may ret a whii1.' In rosition, hold-
ng a pose while a sculptor or painter woJe, I thouit
ot myself only as a model-a more picce ot IJrma fke ilh.

rhe moment the artist dropped his Lri.:' cr miallet or

nodeling tool I became the euman o wo:nan again,r
ishamed to have my body seen. A thl feling camie to
ne then I ruahed behind the screen, blushing furiously,
md got into my clothes.
As I left the studio that morning, happy now in thethough hat yaas tA e "eno at. .I--onde
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women have to see themselves depicted, in canvas or

marble or bronze, in the "altogether." Of thesec tinlgs
1 shall teil more from' Sunday to Sionday on thes~e pages.

(To be Continue.d Next Sunday)


